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is coming Holi, the Easter ot primitive peoples. On
the birth-day of Krishna, late in the summer, it must
rain, "in memory, of the night so long ago when
the Lord of all was carried as a babe, by Vasudeva,
through wind and storm. The Kali-puja, with its
myriads of tiny open lamps, seems always to happen
on the night of some marriage-flight amongst the
insects, and always the little winged creatures suffer
death by fire on these altars of the Mother.

But there is no nature-festival to be compared with
that of Rash. All through the growing moon of the
beautiful month of Kartik^ the women have gone to
the Ganges-side at evening, night after night, with
flowers and lamps to offer vows. Now has come the
full moon. It is the first of the cold weather. The
winter flowers are beginning to bloom. The world is
full of relief Irom the lessening of the long heat. The
very trees seem to'rejoice in the unwonted coolness,
and this was the moment at which Krishna went
with the cowherds to the forest. Throughout the
rains, the cattle had been kept in the villages, and
now they were taken to the distant pastures. Oh,
the joy of the forests! the long moonlight nights,
the whispering trees, the enfolding dark, the presence
of the Cowherd who is in truth the Lord HiniSelf!
Ii> these temples which have the necessary. buildings,
the image- of Krishna is taken at evening out of ite
sanctuary, and conveyed in procession to a